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sea; he is sad, and refuses Ms food; he asks questions about the Gods, and he desires to know Carthage."
" No ! no ! not yet!" exclaimed the Suffete.
The old slave seemed to understand the peril that frightened Hamilcar, and resumed :
" But how restrain him ? Already he has made me promise; and I should not have come to Carthage except to buy for him a poniard with a silver handle encircled with pearls."
Then the slave recounted how, having espied the Suffete on the terrace, he had managed to pass the guards of the Port in the guise of one of Salammbo's women, in order to attain his master's presence.
Hamilcar remained a long time lost in meditation. At last he said :
" To-morrow, at sunset, present yourself at Megara, behind the purple factory, and imitate the cry of a jackal three times. If you do not then see me, the first day of each moon return to Carthage. Forget nothing ! Cherish him ! Now you may speak to him of Hamilcar."
The slave resumed his disguise, and they left the house and the Port together. Hamilcar continued alone on foot without an escort, as the conferences of the Elders were, on all extraordinary occasions, secret, and each one attended mysteriously.
At first he skirted the eastern face of the Acropolis, then passed by, in successive order, the vegetable-market, the galleries of Kinisdo, and the suburb of the perfumers. The scattered lights were dying out; silence settled on the wider streets, and shadowy forms gliding through the darkness fol-